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Zorro attacks 




a pirate ship 
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to recover 
Garcia's 
plundered gold! 
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Plunder 



Bernardo's gesture mea 
"Wait, Don Diego!" 



And his reason ... a job for ZORRO. 
as Sergeant Garcia is in trouble 
and the wealth of the pueblo 
threatened. 





'tWt Company, second prlnUnt, CoVirli'm I ■■i/KoButtioli'i' 1 



COOP LUCK, CAPiTAN.' WHEN 
YOU RETURN, WE WILL HAVE 
A CELEBRATION TO EL 
P/ABLO, THE BOLDEST/ tuBmmM 

PIRAT E ON ALL ^KT YES, JNPEEI* 
THE 5EA5/ ^MT A ^^£ AT , 

™ CELEBRATION/ 






Dmao EXPRESSES HIS thought* TO 
HIS MUTE SERVANT, KKNAKFO... 



THI5 IS THE THlKC i 
TIME IN A WEEK 
THAT CAKLO HAS i 
VISITER GARCIA... 




Believing that beknaepo cannot 
heak, ga(?cia continues talking 
to hi5 fkienf— , 




ZOKKO WHIRLS 
HIS HOKGE AS HE 

SEES .VHAT HAS 
HAPPENEP- 



6AECIA I 

THINKS J 

CAUSE V 

THAT 

' EXPLOSION. 




VOU HAVE 
SERVEC ME 
WELL, CARLO-' 
IF YOU STILL- 
WISH TO 7 
CHANGE YOUR 

MINI7 ANC 
COME WITH 




AS J7ARKNESS SERINS TO FALL, ££. 
C/AfftO AMP SANCHEZ MAKE THEIK 
WAY TOWAKE7 THE OCEAN' 



IT WAS A MiOST PROFITABLE 
TRIP, SANCHEZ/ WE WILL 
HAVE A GREAT CELEBRATION 
WHEN WE REACH THE SHIP/ 




THERE IT 15/ I 5 
CAN CUT IT OFF ~ 

, BY GOING ACROSS 
^THIS RISE/ 



ANE7 SUPPENLY, A 
FEW MILES PAST SAN 
JUAN CAPISTKANO, 
ZORRO SEES THE 
WAGON - 





"Zokko srms out after 1 

THE FLEEING CARLO- J -^Q^^oJ 





ZOf?£0 KETUKN5 TO THE SPOT WHERE BEKNARPO 
15 WAITING, ONLY TO FINF MOKE TROUBLE— 

HALT, ZORRO, OS I 

ORPEP MV LANCERS 

SHOOT: 




A« THE rKHT no&rtsm*. 
« m*LO SHOUTS TO HI* - 
men- f ,. y ' : 

'6ETHIM! 






A SHORT TIME LATER. .. 

SERJEANT 6-AKCIA, THIS 

IFEA OF YOUKS WAS 
SKILLIANT/ INSTEAD OF 
gKIN£IN£ THE GOLCgy 
LANF, YOU BftOU&HT IT 
BY jSEd/ ANP ON TOF 
OF THAT YOU BKOUGHT 
- IN EL f/ASL.O/ ^ ™ , 



THE 
WILD 




As Ramon tended a nerd of goats near the 
cliffs, the wind whistled through the tidal 
caves along the California coastline, setting 
up a ghostly howl which raised small bumps 
of anxiety on the small boy's skin, 

"What's the matter, Ramon?" the boy's 
older companion grinned impishly. "Do you 
imagine you heal the ghosts of the pirates 
who are supposed to have buried [heir treas- 
ures somewhere in those caves below?" 

"No, Juan, I am only cold. The winds are 
very chilly ," Ramon replied to make an ex- 
cuse for the tremble which took hold of his 
small body. 

Ramon had little liking for the coast on 
the huge ranchero where his family worked. 
Of all the children of the vaqueros, he was 
perhaps the most fearful of the legend of the 
ghostly pirates. 

"...And, besides," Ramon added, "I don't 
like it along here because the cUffs are so 
full of big holes." 
"Are you afraid of falling?" Juan teased. 
"No . . . but it is very dangerous here," the 
small boy insisted as he sat on a boulder to 
remove a pebble from one of his sandals. 
"Most of these holes lead down to the caves 
and it's a long drop." 

Then quickly changing the subject, Ramon 
held up one of his sandals and proudly ex- 
claimed, "Look. Juan! Aren't these beautiful? 
My sister made them for me. It took her a 
very long timei" 

"Yes, ih»y are very nice," Juan nodded 
with reluctant envy, moving away to the 
other side of the flock. He was more than a 
little jealous of Ramon's sandals, for shoes 
of any kind were a rare treasure among the. 
workers on the ranchero. But Juan was not 
fooled by Ramon's attempt to change the 
subject, and he comforted himself by laugh- 
ing silently at the young boy's f«ars. 

It was with some surprise thatjiian looked 
up later to see Ramon climbing down into 
one of the larger holes in the cliff. 



"Ramon! What are you doing?" he called. 

With only his head showing above the top 
of the hole, Ramon called tohis friend, "I 
have to go and see if . . ." 

The balance of his words were lost to the 
shrieking wind from the cave below. 

Juan rushed to the hole, fearful that his 
teasing had goaded Ramon into exploring the 
hole. For all of his own outward bravery, 
Juan held his own fear of the cavea and had 
never dared to explore them himself. 

He peered into the gloom of the hole, real- 
izing the uselessness of trying to make him- 
self heard above the wind. Ramon was already 
halfway to the bottom. 

Juan stumbled down the cliff and headed 
for the village to bring help. 

When Ramon emerged from the cave, he 
was amazed to find himself the center of an - 
excited group of people. 
''Did you find the pirate gold?" 
"Were there any skeletons?" 
The questions came so fast lhat Ramon 
could not begin to answer them. 

"It was very brave of you to go down and 
explore the cave. ..all alone," Juan said with 
respectful admiration. 

Suddenly, Ramon realized that Juan appar- 
ently had not heard the explanation that he 
had called out as he descended into the cave. 
Then, he answered their questions: he had 
seen no ghosts or skeletons, he had found no 
gold, but the cave was beautiful. 

Reveling in his new-found glory, Ramon 
felt no wrong in withholding one small secret 
from his friends. There was no point in spoil- 
ing the story of his deed by explaining that 
he had climbed to the bottom of the hole to 
recover a sandal which had fallen there. 
The fear of the scolding he would get from 
his sister if he had lost the shoe had far- 
outweighed his fear of imaginary ghosts at 
the moment. One thing, for sure, wind and 
superstition would never make him fearful 
again. 





SAA/ £?/££C>? BUT 

THE STASE CAME 

, FROM THE 
4AERI50N IN 
MONTEREY t 



I HAVE MANY THINGS V WHATEVEK'S 
OM MY AllNP TOPAV, ^ Jff IN THAT 
PONCIESO/ ZOKKO < "* v PACKAGE, 
HAS BEEN GIVING MY 16ACCIA 15 jm 
LANCEKS A mSEKfiSLEjr- VERY -< 
"^ANXIOUS ^1 
THAT NO ONE 
SEES — 



'&ET SACK TO YOUK POSTS. 

( AS ACTIN& COMMAA/PAA/TS OF 

— THIS GARRISON, 

V" O&0£& /T,< 




Then, latek 

THATAFTEKfvOON 
AS THE PATKOL 
HEAP5 BACK TO 
LOS ANGELES — 




The Making of a Mission 




AH of the missions were different in one way or 
another, but they had one thing in common -adobe 
bricks, laboriously and painstakingly made by hand 
by the Indians who came to the missions to work 
and learn, were used in their construction. 



First, a shallow pit was dug in 
the ground. Into this hole was 
placed iinely ground clay and 
water poured over it so that it 
could he mixed into soft mud. 




Next, straw was added, and' an Indian 
would step into the muddy mixture and 
Stomp on it to blend the straw and cla 




Then it was time to pack the contents of 
the pit into wooden molds and set them 
oat in endless rows to dry in the sun. 



When the molds were remove 
bricks were dried and hardened by tin 
sun, they were ready to he made inti 
mission churches with their bell In 
rising high into the blue pkv. 



Twenty-one missions were built in this 
manner, under the direction of the Span- 
ish Fathers. Arranged in a chaiii, "a day's 
ride apart," the missions reached from 
San Diego to Sonoma, north of San 
Francisco. 

The Indian converts did more than 

make bricks. They studied at the mis- 
sions, were educated in language and 
music and art They learned how to raise 
cattle and how to grow fruits and vege- 
tables. The orange groves they tended 
were forerunners of the giant citrus in- 
dustry of a future California. 



An Encounter With Bouchard 




Years before Zorro's encounter with pirates, there were other robbers of 
the high seas who struck at the towns along California's coast. One of 
these men was Bouchard, who came from South America to loot and steal. 
On one such trip he had plans to plunder the Mission Santa Barbara. 




As Bouchard's ship sailed into the bay, 
fear struck Jose de la Guerra, commander 
of the presidio. With only a few soldiers 
to defend the fort, defeat seemed certain. 



However, a plan was conceived and put into 
work. The soldiers marched to a hill above 
the harbor and began to march around and 
around the crest of the knoll. 
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As Bouchard watched from his stjip, he 
counted the soldiers over and over. The 
numbers grew until the pirate was con- 
vinced that a vast army was on the move, 
and he did not dare to attack the mission. 



Under a flag of peace, the pirate and his 
men came ashore to trade peacefully with 
de la Guerra. Later, the pirate ship sailed 
away, the crew feeling that they were lucky 
not to have met with mishap. 
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e fighting for their independei 
England, the Spanish were engaged in building missions on the West 
coast to insure Spain's holdings in the new world and to teach the Indians. 
Father Junipero Serra, a Franciscan friar, was given the task of found- 
ing the twenty-one missions . . . one was the Mission San Juan Capistrano. 




In 1776, Father Serra sent workers to be- 
gin the mission. A few houses were built 
and the belts were hung, but the Indians 
were not friendly and the mission could 
not begin its work. It was abandoned. 



A year later, Father Serra came to rebuild 
the mission. The bells were dug from the 
earth where they had been buried, and this 
time the Indians were glad to see the 
padres. They wanted to help with the work. 




Indian men, women, and children hauled" 
stones from the quarry as others labored 
to help a stone mason build the church. 
They worked happily, and when the mission 
was finished a great celebration was held. 



H 



. Father Serra befriended the swal- 
lows which were driven from the village inn 
by an irate innkeeper. To this day, the birds 
return each year in March on St. Joseph's 
Day to build their nesta in the mission. 



